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house of a gardener named Lebert at the rate of 2 frs. a
day whenever I wanted it. The forest was magnificently
tawny.
Thursday, November yd.
I dined with Lewis Hind and Charles Marriott, the author of
" The Column " last night. Marriott, a youngish-looking man
with a rosy face and a bald head. Aged 35. He looked as if
he had been a schoolmaster, and now I come to think of it I
believe he has. His chief outward characteristic was rawness.
However, he had the air of being " fundamentally decent **,
and I liked him.
Just as I was writing this, Marriott called on me. We talked
about literature and prices, and then went for a walk through
the upper parts of Montmartre, and then lunched at Boulants.
I liked him more and more. He had been, not a schoolmaster,
but a dispenser.
Friday, November qth.
I saw Liane de Pougy last night for the first time, in a little
ballet at the Casino de Paris. She still looked young, and,
though she was too thin, like Cleo de Merode, I thought her
better than most Parisians will allow. I mentioned her name
to Davray and Vallee to-day, and they both guffawed.
To-day I came down to my new lodgings at Les Sablons. The
bed-sittingroom is large with a bare polished floor and a portrait
of Melanchthon (in a fur coat) on the walls. Antoine Lebert
and his wife, the householders, have lived in Paris 31 years, and
are retired here. They keep a large garden and grow grapes
on long walls. Bunches still remain on certain vines which are
covered with a kind of coarse muslin.
The rooms face south and the weather is cold and lovely. I
went for a walk in the forest, which was magnificent, but I felt
suddenly tired and came back and fell asleep over Butler's " The
Way of all Flesh " in an armchair which at first I had thought
to be extremely comfortable.
" The Way of all Flesh " is exceedingly good in parts. When-
ever the author is satirical he is excellent. And now and then
he gets a sudden sharp effect of pathos. He is very careless in
details of construction, writes without dignity, and has a ten-
dency to moralize at length. But I read the book with real zest,
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